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On this Rahmut-ullah Khan, a fine young Mussulman, who
formed one of my party, arose, and seizing a large two-handled
sword, with measured steps approached the bear, addressing
the animal as he advanced.

" Ah ! dastardly robber of honey, the skin of whose father
is my sitting-place ! Oh ! white-livered son of a pig's mother !
will you dare to abide my coming ? "

Now, whether it was the gleaming sword which he brandished
in a flashing circle round his head, or the torrent of abuse, which
scared Mr. Bruin, I know not; certain it is, that the bear gazed
for a moment, grunting uneasily, and then turned and fled.

Camp life has its unexpected luxuries as well as its hardships,
I remember on this occasion a memorable bath, when on
returning one morning to our camping-ground after a long and
fruitless walk under a hot sun, I found my men had scooped out
for me in the soft white sand of a clear streamlet an oval
hollow, large enough to lie in at full length, and here the pure
cool spring water, filled with sunlight and shimmering reflec-
tions of green leaves, seemed to bring new life into my wearied
limbs. I lay there with my face only out of the water, watching
the bright dragon-flies dance hither and thither round the
gnarled trunk of an old semul tree, among whose roots my
bath was made; while out and beyond, through the greeii
boughs, was the intense blue of a cloudless Indian sky, telling
of the glare and heat without and giving additional &est to the
shady coolness of the streamlet.
The breakfast which followed was equally delightful In if$;'

1 way.   Rice of snowy whiteness, boiled to a tarn, and servfctt1!1
on a large platter of green leaves; a cake of unleavened bread*
hot and crisp off the wood embers;  chutney made of fre&tl
PePP^r and lemon-rind, some fruit, and a glass of sweet fresh
milk,
We were getting hot in our pursuit of Jherria Raj war, and

Shaped to surprise him by a night attack*   1 had learnt from a

* cow-herd that he was in the immediate vicinity of the Dripping
Well of Mhaka with fifteen of his men, and we approached with
caution, our party only numbering nine, including myself.
It was dark, and we lay down to rest for a few hours before

'.^attacking him.